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tedious committee, the oppression which
always falls on me at the sight and sound
of the cataract of human beings and vehicles,
running so fiercely in the paved channels of
London. A beautiful poem, but how im-
measurably sad, an invocation to the memory
and to the spirit of Robert Browning, not
speaking of him in an elegiac strain as of a
great poet who had lived his life to the full
and struck his clear-toned harp, solemnly,
sweetly, and whimsically too, year after
year; but as of something great and noble
wholly lost and separated from the living
world.

This was a little part of it:

Singer of hope for all the world,
Is it still morning' where thou art,

Or are the clouds that hide thee furled
Around a dark and silent heart?

The sacred chords thy hand could wake
Are fallen on utter silence here,

And hearts too little even to break
Have made an idol of despair.

Come back to England, where thy May
Returns, but not that rapturous light;

God is not in His heaven to-day,
And with thy country nought is right.

I think that almost magically beautiful!   But